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cated itself to a drawer full of MSS., which he had
pulled out, and not thrust into its place again; and
the house would probably have been burnt down,
had not a Methodist minister seen the blaze through
the window, as he happened to be on the hill opposite.
He gave the alarm, the inmates of the vicarage were
aroused, and the fire was arrested.
Probably much of his MS. poetry, and jottings of
ideas passing through his head, were thus lost. e Oh,
dear!' was his sad cry, c if Charlotte had been here
this would never have happened.'
The vicar had brain fever shortly afterwards, and
was in danger; but he gradually recovered.
A friend tells me that during the time that he was a
widower, the condition he was in was most sad. His
drawing-room, which used to be his delight, full of old
oak furniture, and curiosities from every corner of the
world, was undusted and neglected. The servants, no
longer controlled by a mistress, probably did not
attend properly to the comforts of the master.
However, a new interest grew up in his heart. It
was fortunate that matters did not remain long in this
condition. It was neither well nor wise that the old
man should linger on the rest of his days without a
'helpmeet for him,' to attend to his comforts, be a
companion in his solitude, and a solace in his fits of
depression. The Eastern Church is very strong
against the second marriage of priests. No man who
has had a second wife is admitted by the orthodox
communion to holy orders. But Mr. Hawker was
about, and very fortunately for his own comfort,
in this matter to shake off the trammels of his
Orientalism.
Previous to the death of his first wife, he had some
good stories to tell of men, who, when the first wife
was dead, forgot her speedily for a second. One
belongs to the Cornish moors, and may therefore be
here inserted.

